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FOREWORD.
Introspection, carried too far, may wreck the soul of a man,

but without it a poet is merely a versifier or an experimenter,
dealing with the laboratory instead of with life. For him there
must be no eternal verities except those he discovers and proves
to himself. He can take nothing on trust. His life-work is

to " stir the decent dust about the world "—his own world as
well as that of others—and from the pain and chaos results his
philosophy.

Charles Woodhouse's work is poetry because his thoughts
are a battle and because he has the power to make us share
the beauty of conquest.

Thirty-five years old (two years younger than Roy Campbell)
and the son of a bricklayer, his first urge was towards art.

While at school, he turned to poetry, being strongly influenced
by Keats (as most of us do and are at that age). Like most of
us, again, he was drawn to expression in epic form, planning
twenty books, of which he finished three. That is where he
begins to depart from tradition. He has departed from it still

further by proving that his early creative impulse was not flower
and fruit together, but only the first bud of many.
To-day he is a mUk roundsman, writing in the evening. He

has been shop assistant, farm labourer, pigman, carpenter,
house-painter and gardener. His home at Haslemere is in

Tennyson's country, and Tennyson's house is familiar to him

—

not through making pious pilgrimage to it, but through going
there to daub paint on its walls.

Much modern poetry is, to his mind, difficult, obscure and
slipshod. The last two faults cannot be laid to his charge.
Difficult ? He is not easy reading, in the sense that he does
not write agreeable verse to soothe a lazy moment. But he is

not, and the fact is to be recorded with gratitude, of the school
that chooses the labyrinth in snobbish preference to the lane,

nor, in Rose Macaulay's words, is he " of those who think it is

rather chic to have one rhyme in your poem, just to show you
can do it."

Free verse, he feels, could be a powerful medium of expression,
but, far from leaving the writer unshackled, it is a most difficult

form, as every line has to be true poetry unless the whole is to
lapse into manhandled prose. His opinion is that no poet has
ever yet achieved complete success in this medium.
Such success is a lofty standard indeed. But the aim of

poetry is to attain it, and the quahty of a poet's work is judged
by his efforts to that end. Whatever may mark the point of
Mr. Woodhouse's highest achievement, he has already created
something that will not easily be forgotten, something that is

of value to the man who wrote it and should be equally valuable
in the response it awakes in those who read.

The Pitblish£bs.



DE PROFUNDIS

I think and think upon this thing alone

—

Why does it get too late for birds to sing,

Spirit of music of the courts of joy

Who has not any word to sing to me ?

The longest shadows grow from highest hills
;

So does my pain grow from my majesty.

But if I Uve, somewhere a sun keeps back

Eternal night, and there is song and feast,

But if I live to think upon these things

There is a deeper sinking than to die.

With life in death, I am a Death that lives

With all the world-designing yesterdays

Forged in a day to prove a thousand years.

Music is dead, and now no song will fit

My harp's complaint. I did not ever think

That there could be a shadow to a joy,

Or music in my hands would have a song

Like Innocence forlorn by feet of clay

Or Love in state upon an empty world

With all the useless gold within his heart.

Old lamentations of the loved and lost

With nothing but the language of a hell

From every throat around feed evermore

The chaos of the soul ! And all these slaves,

These shapes that gibber round me evermore

With deep red eyes of hate, that once upon
The earth gave wings to every careless hour

While pleasure smiled, until, secure, they grew

Lidifferent to the largess of the day,
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Have crowned me now— what conclusive

fame !

A fallen leaf among the fallen leaves !

—

Artist of Hell ! and so I play to them,

My own soul speaking with a crying harp
In harmony with disharmonious things

—

And I was Nero and the might of Rome.

The darkness holds with care and is my King,

Teaching me how to Uve with my decay.

Now am I older than the mountains, older

Than those star-guardians of the ancient moon
That hang around its craters evermore

Watching the magic of their eyes enspark

Each stone and cliff and loveless icy pinnacle.

If I could see the romance of this night,

Destruction's dust-designing purposes.

And meditate upon creative glooms !

Looking at Hell, but like a smUing God !

Or could I find some uninvoking place

Of stiU forgetfulness where I with song

And smile could wander nobly with myself,

Fancy, a jester in my heart. But now
Insurfeitable pain imbrutes my soul,

For ever mutability is dead

And my experience rounded in a groan.

This death admits no greatness but its own.

Though I am used to daring, grappHng strong

The tireless wheels of bloody circumstance

Even in Hell. Though not as once on earth

With surge of feeling, bearing justice armed,

But faint, on cold savannas of despair,



Where grows with its satanic poetry

The great black rose of Hell. To-day, since

death

Enfolded me, enthralling time for ever

Is broken never into yesterday.

But my great deed is living with my death,

The blindness of dark skies around my head

And moaning empty caverns in my heart.

And 0, that I should live a tragedy.

An agony that's fashioned from a King !

Too much awake ever to find a dream
With this my portion of a black design.

The rivers run because the rain will fall

And I could shine if hope would come to me ;

For I am weak because I cannot live,

And I am strong because I cannot die.



THE GREAT ANTICIPATION

My little Barbara is on the way,

The child that I have longed for and will be
The visitor whose clinging kiss and love

I shaU be first to take and own, whose voice

Will caU me " Mother." I seem to enter and
Accept the magic power, to be a part

Of laws and movements of divinity

That should so mould the fruit of my desire

And bless me just because I long to love,

To mother, watch, and hold and make her mine.

My Barbara, who will cUng to me as if

My hands were stiU the moulding hands of God :

who
The worship in her heart, so lately filled

From unimagined heights where loving Love
Has held her from Eternity for me,

WiU shine from eyes that wiU not think me less

Divine, less worthy to beguile those eyes

To sleep, and all her dreams waking and sleeping

Will seem to her a part of me ; I will

Surround her and be aU-sufficient there,

Able to make her happy, be the God
She left to perfect my experience.

And I shall give her aU, for I shall have

So much to give, so big a heart of love

As yet untouched, each precious drop for her

Guarded and fostered through the longing years,

Through days of emptiness and nights of tears,

Calmness and storm, sorrow and happiness.
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The erring absoluteness of the moods
Of empty hfe, when hope was sometimes dressed

Like my desire, and sometimes I could hear

AU nature sorrowing because of me,

And think with foohshness amidst my tears

A httle heart deep rotting day by day

Would bring me to ungainliness and age

Without the knowledge of a woman's joy.

And all the time there was a joy for me
And every day was tenderness unseen,

Misapprehensions of unspoken love

Were weaving joy upon the looms of life

That shaU be mine when love meets love and in

My arms wiU be my saving grace, the key
To deeper depths and higher heights, to love

And joy and mountain-tops of thankfulness.

And when she's bom to me she'U never know
That I was bom again that very hour.
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SOMETHING

It was dark in the woods,

And Fear was a dream-dragoned thing within me.

It was no better in the open country,

For moon-enchanted death was walking abroad

And shadows had things to say to the heart.

And then I saw it.

A mystery of rustUng harassed the leaves,

And although a cringing thing, my soul.

With fatal curiosity, flew from my body
And I was there with it—^the slinking, the squirming

It was like all evil things,

Black, and vibrating with strange life,

And it was a waiting thing, yes,

It had no other vocation,

It had been waiting for me for ages.

I found feet.

But hardly was my flesh sufficient covering,

For I felt the evil as I ran and ran

Down the glade past the procession of Gods
Where the elm-trees stood under the moon.
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CLEOPATRA

The sun is the greater artist as he dies.

Oh, Charmian, did you hear me laugh again ?

Now let my enemies waste brawn and breath

—

Give welcome to the beasts and new-born babes
;

Death takes me from the arms of obloquy

To flash in life again before my Antony,

Who waits for me within his watching world.

Does pride look clearly on an inward star,

Or just remember words of love and praise ?

But you have made me shine, my love, for now
I sit watching with scorn pale Beauty's rays

On the dying skeleton of this my earth,

While I reach out to clasp my life in death.

Which leads inevitably to home and you.

K voices call they are not of this world.

But speak of me, those arms of home are waiting,

And those lips are mine again and all for me

—

Now death can only speak to me of you.

Egypt, you are childless ! Never more
These feet will stir your wandering sands !

But in the sunHght I will be as music

Around the storied honour of your name,

A whispering beneath the enticing stars.

And round the wide earth laughing in the light

Beauty's suggestion to the beautiful.

Teaching all maiden hearts the wiles of love.
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Stooping when death is rising to control,

I would not start the great adventure now
If there were still some drops of fearless life

To match my fearless love, and the world stood

still.

I shall go out so easily, I know
Only the brightest glow of colour could paint

This ending truthfully. It would need art.

Always I was a very Uving queen.

Come, come, my girls. Now in these withered

days

Can we not make a song for Absalom,

Wind up the vigour of an hour of grief,

And stir the decent dust about the world ?

To think of him is to feed on deUght.

My soul pulls at the reins of pohcy.

It takes the bit of pain between its teeth

And panther-races to its joy with him.

His eyes led all my love straight home to him,

Love's long star-seeking finding sanctuary.

His voice in tumult moved the happy gleam

On that iron visage at the gates of death

That dies ere deals the shaft of victory.

And happ njss was aU the truth I saw
When he came home to me for his reward,

And not a shadow lay upon the earth.



13

There was an Antony. There is a broken day.

And he was mine and walked about the earth

Making my heaven. And yet he lives to call,

He lives to make me what I am to-day.

He Hves to make my dying beautiful,

He lives to make of death a rising up
To clasp the greatest thing that hfe can hold.

This mellifluous Hfe, partial to eternity,

Will not resign the sunshine and the joy.

For they will wait upon us where we move.

With me awake indeed he'U come to me,

And I'll be Gordian-sweet, a queen entrancing,

Emotion with a quiet inteUigence

To call the riches from the night of mind.

Don't listen now, I'm speaking to myself,

Watching the visions of my constancy
;

For I am Cleopatra even with the dead.

There is no time to sleep, so true to joy.

There is an opening day to call my spirit.

Those eyes, that voice within the watching world
;

The deep desire, the luxury of life.

And love the king, all-dared, unquenchable,

That would not leave a silence here that did

Not ring with his gold hammers in our hearts,

Working for this great broadening into death.
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But still I have so much to say that I

Could make all listeners look alone to me,

Still halting about the sweetness of the earth.

But now no more. Is every world

Full of such wild sweet hours of love and joy,

Sweet with abandon, mad and fleeting-free,

Full of a joy that was destructible,

And trouble crowned with hope ?

THE TRIUMPH OF MAN

I cannot rest because of things that cry.

Something is twisted on this wondering star,

Nothing wiU rest, for baying near and far

The hounds of war with blood and wrath go by.

I cannot rest because of things that cry.

Something is missing on this wondering star,

And when I flee away on Song's bright car

I sing of those who are too strong to die :

Spirits of Hght in darkness not forlorn,

The beat of hearts amidst the wind and rain,

Among the briars, with their anger torn, vain ;

Strong hands that hold to love and life in vain ;

Living, with eyes upon some tardy dawn.

The epic of their loneliness and pain.
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THE DREAMER

A poet sat within a bower

Writing verses hour by hour.

But not a line had any sense !

And how he'd fashion his defence

I know not, had we asked him plain

Whatever brought into his brain

Such toadstool stuff. Without a pause

He'd write of fancies without cause

That never could be true. Some dream
Of wonderland did ever seem

Before his eyes, where no hearts break

Ere life is reaped for Beauty's sake,

And there is singing evermore

Of angels at the soul's white door

From flowers and trees, and joy is strong

Just because his day is long.

He knew, of course, that truth was light,

So at the moon he'd stare all night.

And just to see a cloud that cries

Would give him such immense surprise.

This poet saw the heart profound

In worms that crawl upon the ground.

The silly worms that look for rain,

And never find their home again.

And when the sky was one big smile

He'd even think it quite worth while

To watch the sun set clouds ahght.

And always, when a rose waked red,

He saw a rising from the dead.
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Such things this poet saw about

This mouldy earth ! I think a clout

Delivered neat and proper would

Wake sleeping cerebrum. I should

Much like to show him parts of earth,

Where only weeds have wintry birth,

And make him handle, hot as coals,

The tigers in our civil souls.
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THE BLACK ROSE

In my heart I watched for heaven to break over me,

Never doubting winged truth would come singing

Bearing me up to the heights, to walk among
My brothers of the stars, the clouds of gold

That wander by deep in sun-kissed devotion.

With heart big for love, compassion-vested moods
That will not let there be death while beauty reigns.

Thought was a resting thing where shadows lay

And loveliness had robed herself in black.

I sank my thoughts in sorrow and was bitter

And wrathful that my soul should be like water,

Flowing down to sorrow's seas, secret-keeping.

Wing-arresting, bearing me miserably down
Heedless of harmony , the joy-free creation

—

Bearing me dumbly down to nothingness.

I saw with wonderment that the world was heavy,

Burdened with too much of my darkened self.

Madness, hot upon the couch of casualty,

And rage, that life for all its power should yet

Give little peace to man, far less indeed

Than the delving worms that never love the sun

Press bright against their hearts' unconscious fire.

Filled me and rended as I walked with myself.

While joy went on before with quicker feet.
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I needed then, if fancy had been kind,

The restful thought that struggles from a stone,

A mossy bank, an age-companioned tree.

And nestles within us. It was a stranger sun,

It should have been wrapped about with fiery joy,

It should have had love shining within its eyes,

But it was diseased that day, it was a black sun.

I could not float my trouble on any lake

Or make it lose itself among innocent waves
Playing merrily with bits of broken sunbeams,

For the water could not speak a word of joy

That day, even to itself, nor let the woods
Charm it away with dew-laughing leaves.

On that cold day a cumbrous bird of sorrow

Had draped each one with black ansightly wings.

And every one was thinking thoughts like mine.

And then I said it. I asked myself in despair,

Why should a rose be black as an empty temple

After the last prayer has gone singing upwards.

The vast sky tainted and full of melancholy

Because my spirit had wandered into it crying ?

There is no sadness in anything but myself.

Fool that I was ! For I asked myself at last,

Who gave me this great gift and privilege,

Sinews and brain and soul-fire hoping, tireless.

Waiting with knowledge sure that not a dead leaf

Winterly scattered but hides irrepressible

Spring-buds, triumphant, renascent, all-worshipful ?

What dread stones make up the burning foundations

Even of Hell ? What resting-place, anchorage.

Covert, gripping-post, home, had all this pain.

Restlessness, fear ? How could there be storm-rage

And winds of frank destruction without a sky ?
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Knowledge, fearful in soul-investing beauty,

Sparkled on every road I went rejoicing,

Was flammous in dead ashes, life on dung-hills,

On every stone that was a stone because

It could not be nothing. But my frail fingers

Had shrunk from the ashes of the wealth of God,
And not easily could I bear the fire.

And I walked no more with nature's restless frenzy.

Nor filled with thought the measures of her tragedy,

Nor made stillness loathsome with my own death.

The wandering clouds their sap-drawn auguries wave,

The trees give way to crying but still I am.

The lillian soul of sanity has come to me,

Hades is hushed, and in my glowing heart

Makes no more thunder in the service of the dead,

Nor speaks to me in tongues of tempest rage,

Unlicenced broods of fiery maddened skies

Precipitating sheer the works of destruction,

When it seemed as if the sorrow-washing sun

Was bathed in angels' tears and joy was dead.

And every pearl was one of many tears.

The light of every sun again finds glad

Devoted franchise on its way to the heart's

Own country of joy, showing me now and for ever

The fullness of those perspectives that seemed empty,

But suns that are part of my own glory

And not mere visitors to flesh and blood,

Or young compassion lifting up the hand
To shade me from the vacancies of life.
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SONNETS

Sometimes my love loves silence, like a flower

That worships brightness only in the skies.

But I have dearer things—^your lovely eyes,

That glow, and change their message hour by hour,

Your voice, your lips, which know such thrilling

power
Over my soul that words cannot be wise.

Enough to speak of love's eternities :

Only to give to silence their endower

Of sUent worshipping and tender love.

A gentleness that words can never know
As I in Love's imaginations move
Fills me, and I am yours, to come and go,

While love is riches and sun's above,

To love you as a lover's heart can know.
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Let me come out of Romance to you, dear,

The longed-for and admired—the knight of Love.

I'll come with courtesy and worship wove
Into a love so bright you will not care

For any other, though it should appear

As beautiful as the store of treasure-trove

From moonlit tales of longing and of love

That lead the failing steps of hope and fear,

And tenderly I'll come and take your hand :

A gentle hght will bloom upon the air.

And we will walk the ways of lover-land

With hearts full of enchantment rich and rare.

With lips of love grown sweet at Love's command :

And I will bend my head and kiss you there.
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A ship of love is moving out to-night,

Warm blow the breezes and the white waves sing ;

It bears my love and me, love-journeying

To sweeter isles of dreaming and dehght.

There will the moon be passionate and bright

As the depths of love that in our two hearts ring,

While on the shore we watch the breakers bring

The evanescent wavelets shining white.

And not a thought will ever stir the dust

Of old despairs and grave-deep loveless ways,

For love will keep our two hearts safe in trust

While each heart takes in joy, and taking, pays,

And love's a thing that gives because it must,

While it is aU the treasure of our days.



The word of glory shall not make assay

Into this verse that should immortalize

For ever all the wonders of your eyes

And voice, as in my arms you raptly lay.

It was enough that we should let the day
Shine for ourselves, and then our hearts were wise,

To live indeed before the glory dies

To leave this road that is our only way ;

Than to record the life that now is dead,

The rising sun that now is in the west,

With words to match the splendours that he bred.

For I woidd then in hopeless dreams be drest

And heeding not the fields where this path led,

Forgetting that my heart will keep the best.
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Now heart to heart you give yourself to me
And all the night is rich with thoughts of love.

The stars are hearts shining with joy above
That were but candles in the skies' dark sea

Around the moon, untU love had to be.

Nothing will be permitted now but love

Glowing from all things, and in beauty wove
Into our hearts for our eternity

Our freedom now is bound in heart and heart,

In love's captivity we hve unchained.

I hold you close. From me you cannot part.

You have surrounded me. I have attained.

Two hearts awaken and two doubts depart.

Two lovers of Love's Kingdom Love has gained.
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